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Ye woorfe then this, he dealeth in offence,
(Ten good turnes, he with filence flriketh dead) ;
A ilender fault, ten times beyond pretence,
This wretched Spight in euery place dooth fpread.
And with his breth, the Viper dooth infect:
The hearers heads, and harts with falfe fufpe6l.

Now of Stifpeffi: the propertie to Ihowe,           Suspect.

He hides his dough t, yet flil miftrufteth more:
The man fufpecSt, is fo debard to knowe,
The caufe and cure of this his ranckling fore.
And fo in vain, hee good account dooth feek,
Who by this JFeende^ is brought into miflike.

Now hear my tale, or caufe which kild my hart,

Thefe priuy foes, to tread me vnder foot:

My true intent, with forged faults did thwart:

fo that I found, for me it was no boot

to woork as Bees, from weeds, which hony dranes,

When Spiders turnd, my flowers vnto banes.

When my plain woords, by fooles mifconfired were
by whofe fond tales reward hild his hands back
To quite my woorth, a caufe to fettle care :
within my brefl, who wel deferu'd, did lack,
for who can brook, to fee a painted crowe:
Singing a loft, when Turtles mourn belowe.

What man can yeld, to flarue among his books,    O
and fee pied Doultes, vppon a booty feed ?
What honeft minde, can Hue by fau'ring looks,
and fee the lewd, to rech a freendly deed ?
What hart can bide, in bloody warres to toile :
when carpet fwads, deuour ye Soldiers fpoile ?